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Chapter 1: The Secret Hangs in the Closet

The boutique was a little out of the way, tucked between a retro record store and a dusty bookstore
that only opened after noon. The window display shimmered with pastel tones and whimsical
patterns—an unapologetic celebration of all things cute. Clara had walked past it dozens of times,
always glancing but never entering. But today, something tugged at her more forcefully than usual. A
pair of pale pink shortalls, embroidered with tiny cartoon strawberries, sat on a mannequin under a
sign that read New Arrivals — Embrace the Whimsy!

Her fingers tingled.

Clara knew it was silly. At thirty-four, she was supposed to have outgrown this kind of thing. She had
a serious job, a long-term partner, and a wardrobe filled with elegant neutrals and fitted blazers. But
the longing didn’t care about logic—it was visceral, deep, and oddly comforting. She’d never told
Ava, her partner of five years, about her fascination with childish clothes. It wasn't just a fashion
interest; it was a quiet ache from childhood, a longing for softness and safety that the world had
never quite allowed her.

Before she could change her mind, she pushed the door open. The store smelled like lavender and
fresh cotton. Clara drifted to the rack and ran her fingers over the fabric. It was soft—like a cloud
woven into denim. She checked the size. It would fit. After a quick glance around, as if expecting a
colleague or friend to appear and shame her, she bought the shortalls and asked for discreet
packaging.

That evening, after Ava left for her weekly pottery class, Clara locked the door, pulled the blinds
halfway down, and slipped into the shortalls. She paired them with a pastel T-shirt that had been
buried deep in her drawer—a holdover from college. She tiptoed to the mirror.

Her heart clenched. She looked... happy. Not pretty, not stylish, but her. She twirled, giggled, then
clapped a hand over her mouth, cheeks burning. She lay on the couch and stared at the ceiling,
feeling oddly at peace.

That became a routine. Every Thursday, like a secret ritual, she wore the shortalls. She added little
touches over time—knee socks, a hairband with a bow, a pair of cartoon-themed slippers she’d
ordered online under a fake name. The closet in the spare room slowly became a sanctuary, a shrine
to a part of herself she dared not share.

Then came the storm.

One Thursday, thunder cracked earlier than forecasted. Ava’s pottery class was cancelled due to a
power outage, and Clara never heard the key in the door.

“Clara?” Ava’s voice was cheerful at first, then puzzled. “Why is the front door locked?”

Panic. Clara scrambled to the bedroom, but her slipper caught the rug and she stumbled—just as Ava
pushed the door open.



Time stopped.

Ava stood in the doorway, dripping from the rain,
umbrella in one hand, tote bag in the other. Her eyes
dropped to Clara’s outfit. She blinked once. Twice.

Clara felt her face go cold. She wanted to disappear.
The silence stretched into something brittle.
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Clara began, but words fled. Her hands clutched
at the bib of the shortalls like it could shield her.

Ava stepped in slowly and set her umbrella down.

“I didn’t mean to—" Clara’s voice cracked. “You
weren’t supposed to see. | know it’s weird, and
stupid, and childish, and | was just messing around,
and I'll change—"

“Clara.” Ava held up a hand, her tone gentle but firm.
”Stop_"

Clara froze. She couldn’t meet Ava’s eyes.

Then Ava stepped closer. She knelt beside Clara and
took her hands gently.

“Is this something you like?” she asked softly. “Something that makes you feel safe?”
Clara’s throat tightened. She nodded once, barely.
Ava’s expression softened even more, and to Clara’s astonishment, she smiled.

“I think they’re adorable on you,” she said. “I just wish I'd known earlier. | hate that you felt like you
had to hide.”

A sob bubbled up in Clara’s chest, relief and fear crashing together.
“I was afraid you’d think | was... broken,” she whispered.
Ava kissed her knuckles.

“Clara, we all carry little pieces of ourselves we're scared to show. But love isn’t just about seeing the
polished parts. It’s about sitting with the messy, tender ones too.”

Clara burst into tears. And Ava, without hesitation, held her close—even as the rain beat gently
against the windows, the storm outside somehow quieter than the one that had just passed between
them.

Chapter 2: Ribbons and Routines

In the days following the unexpected reveal, Clara found herself both exhilarated and terrified. Every
moment with Ava now felt laced with a soft tension, not uncomfortable but new, fragile. They didn’t
talk about it much at first. Ava didn’t push. Instead, she started with small things—a ribbon left on
Clara’s pillow, pale blue with a subtle shimmer. A pair of socks with frilly cuffs folded neatly on the



bed. An offhand comment during breakfast: “I saw the cutest cardigan yesterday... made me think of

”

you.

Clara noticed each gesture like a dropped petal, delicate and intentional. And every time, she
hesitated, then responded. She wore the socks. She tied the ribbon in her hair, shyly. She asked
about the cardigan.

The cardigan came home the next day. Lavender with embroidered stars around the collar. Ava had
just smiled and said, “Thought it might keep you cozy.” She didn't say more, didn’t make a big deal of
it. That was the magic of Ava—her gentleness wasn'’t just in what she said, but in how she listened.
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Bit by bit, Clara’s wardrobe began to shift. It started in the spare room, where her “Thursday clothes’
lived. Now, the line between the main closet and the secret one began to blur. A pastel skirt hung
next to her slacks. A heart-shaped button-up cardigan sat folded beside her charcoal sweater. Her
wardrobe wasn’t being taken over—it was being invited into balance.

One Saturday, Clara came home to find Ava at the kitchen table with a steaming mug of tea and her
laptop open.

“Hey, | was browsing some shops,” Ava said, eyes bright. “Want to help me pick out a few things?
Only if you're up for it.”

Clara hesitated, heart pounding. She sat slowly, unsure if she could handle seeing it treated so
casually. But Ava didn’t laugh or tease. She just clicked through tabs—stores Clara had visited in
secret for years but never dared to buy from. Sites filled with pinafores, oversized bows, socks with
cartoon bears. Each time she paused on an item, she glanced at Clara for reaction.

Clara caught herself smiling more than once.
“You’re really okay with this?” she finally asked, barely above a whisper.

Ava leaned back and shrugged in that easy way of hers. “You light up when you wear them, Clara.
That’s all | need to see.”

It was the first time Clara felt permission—not just to wear the clothes, but to want them, to be seen
in them. Her longing wasn’t something she had to wrap in shame. It could exist in daylight.

From then on, the additions came more freely. Ava picked out a tiny, star-shaped locket and tucked it
into Clara’s coat pocket. Clara, emboldened, bought a pair of platform Mary Janes she’d been eyeing
for months. They were ridiculous and perfect. When she modeled them for Ava, she spun once and
nearly tripped, and Ava caught her with a laugh and a kiss.

They created rituals. Sunday mornings became soft mornings—they'd stay in pajamas longer, and
Clara wore her cutesy clothes without having to check the locks. Ava started calling her "Starshine"
when they curled up with tea and cartoons. Clara didn’t even know she’d wanted a nickname like
that until she had one.

But even in this warmth, Clara carried a knot of fear. What if it went too far? What if Ava stopped
finding it charming? What if the novelty wore off?

Late one night, as they lay in bed, Clara turned to Ava, voice small.

“Doesn’t it bother you? That I’'m... like this? That | like all these childish things?”



Ava opened her eyes, sleepy but clear. She reached over and gently tucked Clara’s hair behind her
ear.

“No. It makes me want to protect you,” she said simply. “Not because you’re childish, but because
you’re you. You’'re still the same smart, fierce woman | fell in love with. Now | just know more of

”

you.

Clara didn’t reply right away. She just curled closer, pressing her face into Ava’s shoulder. And in that
silence, something old and scared in her loosened its grip.

She was still learning what it meant to feel safe—really safe—in the arms of someone who didn’t
need her to grow out of anything.

Chapter 3: Deeper into the Comfort

Clara had always thought there would be a limit. A point where Ava would stop, smile kindly, and say,
“Okay, maybe that’s a little too far.” But that line never came. Instead, Ava kept stepping further into
Clara’s world—not with hesitation, but with a quiet sense of care, of exploration. And Clara, despite
her lingering nerves, kept letting her.

It began with a onesie.

Not a baby’s onesie, but a soft, pastel bodysuit with a cartoon cloud pattern and a row of gentle
snaps at the bottom. Ava left it on the bed one evening with a note:

“Thought this might be cozy for reading night. Love, A.”

Clara stood staring at it for a long time, the note trembling in her hand. It was playful. Silly. Hugely
vulnerable. And impossibly sweet.

She wore it that night—curled on the couch under a blanket with Ava, who read aloud from a fantasy
novel while Clara snuggled beside her, sipping chamomile tea from a mug decorated with cartoon
dinosaurs. The snaps felt strange at first, too revealing, too much. But Ava never touched, never
teased. She simply treated it like the most natural thing in the world.

Soon came rompers—soft cotton with little hearts on the buttons, some with frilly sleeves or
oversized hoods with floppy animal ears. Clara was almost too embarrassed to look at herself in the
mirror the first time she wore one. She looked absurd. But Ava only smiled that smile, the one that
made Clara’s chest hurt in the best way, and said, “You look perfect.”

And then, overalls returned—more childish than the first pair, with cartoon duck patches and
embroidered rainbows. They hung proudly in the main closet now. Ava had taken to laying out an
outfit some mornings before Clara woke up, each piece matched with uncanny intuition. It felt like
being cared for in a way Clara didn’t know how to ask for but had always wanted.

One quiet evening, as they tidied the spare room—now jokingly referred to as “the cuddle closet” —
Ava opened a drawer Clara didn’t recognize. Nestled inside, with a kind of reverent placement, was a
single item: a large, pastel-colored pacifier with a rubber nipple and a silicone guard shaped like a
bunny face. The sight of it sent a jolt through Clara’s chest.

She stared. Swallowed.

“You... bought that?” she asked, voice shaking.



Ava’s eyes searched hers before she replied. “l wasn’t sure. But | read a bit. Some people find them
comforting. And | thought—maybe it’s something you’d want to try. Or at least know you’re allowed
to”

Clara’s breath caught. She couldn’t speak.

Ava gently touched her hand. “We don’t have to do anything you don’t want. But if something like
this helps you feel safe, small, calm... | want to understand it.”

Clara blinked quickly, tears threatening. Not because she was ashamed. Not anymore. But because
Ava never laughed. Never recoiled. She just held space—quiet, loving space.

Later that night, Clara held the pacifier in her hand for a long time before trying it. They didn’t make
it a scene. Ava simply read to her, voice soft and slow, while Clara rested in her lap, blanket over her
legs, the soft plastic between her lips easing something she hadn’t even known was tense.

It wasn’t about regression. Not really. It was about release—letting go of the world for a while, letting
someone else keep it running while she curled inward, cozy and protected.

Over time, the collection grew. A pastel blanket with satin trim. A set of soft rattling plush toys. A pair
of footed pajamas with clouds on the soles. Ava treated each new addition not like an indulgence,
but like a piece of Clara’s soul she was privileged to care for.

And Clara, for the first time in her life, stopped flinching at her own softness.

One night, as they lay in bed, Ava wrapped an arm around Clara, who was already in one of her
rompers, head resting on Ava’s chest.

“You know,” Ava murmured, “you’re the bravest person | know.”

Clara laughed softly, breath catching on the edge of a tear. “Brave? I’'m a grown woman with a
pacifier in her nightstand.”

“And that,” Ava whispered, kissing the top of her head, “takes more courage than most people ever
show.”

Clara didn’t say anything. She just curled closer and let herself be held.

For once, she felt whole.

Chapter 4: What the Body Tells Us

It started with small discomforts—frequent urges, an ache that wouldn’t go away. Clara ignored it at
first, brushing it off as nothing serious. But the pain worsened, and one night she barely made it to
the bathroom in time.

A doctor’s visit confirmed a bladder infection. “It’s not uncommon,” the nurse had said gently. “Drink
fluids, take the antibiotics. It should pass soon.”

But the aftermath lingered longer than expected. Clara found herself unable to control things the
way she used to. There were accidents—small at first, then more frequent. Humiliating. Distressing.

When it happened the first time in bed, Clara cried in the bathroom, curled on the tiles, too ashamed
to come out. She expected Ava to be annoyed, or worse, silently disappointed.



Instead, Ava knocked gently. “Sweetheart? Can | come in?”

Clara barely nodded before Ava entered, carrying fresh towels and clean clothes.
“It’s okay,” Ava said, already kneeling beside her. “You’re okay.”

“But it’s gross,” Clara whispered, voice cracking.

Ava kissed her temple and said, “It’s your body. It’s doing what it needs to heal. There’s nothing gross
about needing care.”

That night, Ava brought home a package. Clara stared at it: a bag of adult pull-ups in soft pastel
colors. Not clinical. Not cold. Just another kind of fabric meant to help.

“I thought,” Ava said, rubbing Clara’s back, “that this might take the stress off while you recover. Just
for now. No pressure.”

Clara hesitated. Then nodded.

Wearing them was difficult at first. But Ava made no fuss—just held her hand while she changed,
complimented how the pastel waistband peeked above Clara’s sleepwear. “It looks sweet on you,”
she said once, and meant it.

Soon after, Clara noticed new items showing up in their shared drawer. Pajamas with back zippers.
Onesies with buttons between the shoulders. A soft sleep sack lined with fleece and decorated with
bunnies.

Clara’s breath caught the first time Ava gently zipped her into one of them.

“I can’t take this off by myself,” she murmured, fingers brushing the smooth zipper at her back.
“I know,” Ava said, her voice low, caring. “That’s the idea. Let me take care of you.”

And Clara did.

She lay back on the bed, swaddled in softness, the faint rustle of the diaper beneath her a reminder
not of shame, but of surrender. Not giving up—but letting go.

The zippered pajamas made her feel helpless in a way that didn’t frighten her. It grounded her. It
said: You don’t have to be in charge right now. You don’t have to hold everything together.

Sometimes, when the world felt too loud or her body still ached, Ava would help her into her
sleepwear, button it up, and tuck her in. She'd sit beside her, reading or humming, sometimes just
holding her hand.

There were still moments of embarrassment. But more and more, they were eclipsed by something
deeper: trust.

Trust that Ava wouldn’t recoil.
Trust that she could be vulnerable and still be worthy of love.
Trust that even in her most fragile, dependent moments, she wasn’t a burden—she was cherished.

One night, as Ava buttoned her into a new romper with a high collar and back snaps, Clara
whispered, “You’re not doing this out of obligation, right?”

Ava paused. Then leaned down, brushing her lips over Clara’s cheek.



“I do it because | want to. Because you’re mine, and | love seeing you soft and safe. And because
watching you trust me like this...” she smiled, eyes glistening, “...is the most beautiful thing I've ever
known.”

Clara closed her eyes, warmth flooding her chest.
Outside, the rain tapped gently on the windows, but inside, everything was quiet.

Everything was safe.

Chapter 5: Blurring the Boundaries
The walls between Clara’s two worlds were carefully constructed.

In one closet—sleek trousers, dark denim, plain cardigans in slate gray and navy. This was her work
world: precise, professional, safely invisible. In the other—hidden in the spare room—were soft
rompers, footed pajamas, back-zipped onesies, pastel prints, and diapers that rustled if she walked
too fast. It was a boundary she maintained like a fortress.

Even after weeks of healing, Clara still wore the protective underwear “just in case,” especially at
night. The infection had mostly cleared, but something deeper had shifted. She couldn’t explain it,
even to herself. The diapers weren’t just protection anymore. They were comfort. They gave her
permission to let go in ways that had nothing to do with her bladder.

Still, none of it ever left the house.
Ava never pushed. Not at first.

But one weekend morning, Clara emerged from the bedroom wearing her usual jeans and a hoodie.
She was tying her hair back when Ava, sitting cross-legged on the bed, said casually, “You know... you
could wear the lavender socks today. The ones with the tiny bows.”

Clara froze mid-knot.

“They won’t show,” Ava added quickly. “Just a little secret for you. Something gentle to keep with you
while you're out.”

Clara hesitated, heart fluttering. It seemed small. Harmless. But that was the point—it wasn’t. It was
bringing softness into the harsh, polished world. Into the outside.

Still, she changed. Put on the socks. And the moment she stepped into her shoes, she felt it: a flicker
of warmth beneath the armor. Something childish and sweet, and most of all—hers.

That was how it began.

Ava started suggesting tiny additions here and there. A t-shirt under her blazer with a faint pattern of
stars. A scrunchie with pastel gingham. A thin charm bracelet with a dangling heart that clicked softly
when she moved her wrist.

Then came the padded underwear. Not full diapers, but discreet pull-ups. “You're going to the
farmer’s market,” Ava said gently. “No stress about finding a bathroom. No panic if something
happens.”



Clara had balked at first—but Ava had kissed her hand and said, “No one will know. Except you. And

”

me.
It was a secret between them. And somehow, that made it easier.
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Each time she left the house with one of those pieces hidden beneath her “real” clothes, Clara felt
like she was carrying a candle inside her—a tiny light in the dark world of expectations and emails
and meetings.

But still, she wouldn’t show anyone else.

“I can’t,” she told Ava one night. “What if someone sees something? What if | sit wrong, and the
waistband shows, or the diaper crinkles, or—"

“Then they’ll see a woman who’s found a quiet way to love herself,” Ava replied, brushing Clara’s hair
back from her forehead. “They won’t know what it means. But you will. That’s enough.”

On a chilly Wednesday morning, Ava packed Clara’s lunch for work—something she’d started doing
more often lately. When Clara opened the bag later, tucked beneath a sandwich and a thermos of
tea, she found a folded note:

“Your pink undershirt looks adorable under that blazer. You’ve got this. Love, A.”
Clara smiled all the way through her afternoon meeting.

The outside world never noticed. Or if it did, no one said a word. And Clara learned something
unexpected: blending her two worlds didn’t mean exposure—it meant integration.

She didn’t have to stop being strong to be soft.
She didn’t have to abandon competence to be comforted.
She didn’t have to be one person at home and another in the office.

She could be both.

Even if no one else ever saw the pastel socks or the hidden onesie under her work dress, she knew.
Ava knew. And that knowing was enough to carry her through the days.

One night, as they walked hand-in-hand after dinner, Ava looked over and smiled.
“You’re getting braver,” she said.
Clara smiled shyly. “Only because you're with me.”

Ava squeezed her hand. “Always.”

Chapter 6: The Inside Out

Ava had a particular talent for finding clothes that walked the line perfectly—pieces that Clara could
wear outside the house without drawing a single second glance, but that still whispered to her
secret, softer self.

So when she found the jumpsuit, it felt like magic.



It was sleek and navy, with a tailored waist and wide-legged trousers—undeniably professional. Clara
tried it on in front of the mirror and felt powerful. Adult. Capable. But when she turned, Ava reached
over and gently pulled down the zipper, revealing the lining.

Tiny, pastel ducks. Smiling, cartoonish, waddling in a row, printed on a pale yellow cotton-silk blend
that felt like the inside of a cloud.

Clara blinked, stunned.

“You can wear this at work,” Ava murmured, wrapping her arms around Clara from behind. “No one
will see. But you’ll know.”

Clara hugged herself, overwhelmed. It was more than clothing. It was armor and comfort.

She wore it to the office the next day. She’d packed light—her charm bracelet tucked in a pocket, soft
socks hidden under her boots, and a pull-up beneath the jumpsuit, just in case. The silky fabric
skimmed over her body with ease, the hidden ducks against her skin a private joke between her and
Ava. The zipper up the back sat just under her shoulder blades, discreet and silent.

The morning passed smoothly. She chaired a team meeting, answered emails, even got a compliment
on her “modern executive vibe.” She felt like she was getting away with something delicious.

It wasn’t until mid-afternoon, when she went to the bathroom, that she realized the zipper was
stuck.

Clara stood in the stall, fingers straining over her shoulder. It wouldn’t budge. The zipper had caught
on the lining—on one of the duck prints, she realized with something close to horror. A tiny,
cartoonish bill was peeking through the jammed teeth.

She tried again. Nothing.

Her chest tightened. She couldn’t get out of the jumpsuit. And worse—she couldn’t exactly go while
wearing it.

There was only one option.

She hesitated in the mirror, then slipped out of the stall and peeked into the main area. It was
quiet—except for Leah, a kind but sharp-eyed project manager from the floor above. Clara’s stomach
dropped.

Still, she forced a smile. “Hey, Leah?”
Leah looked up, friendly. “Oh hey, Clara. Everything okay?”

“Yeah, | just—um. I'm having trouble with this zipper. | think it caught on the lining, and | can't reach
it. Could you...?”

Leah stood, unbothered, and came around behind Clara. “Sure, no problem.”
Clara held her breath as Leah tugged. The zipper moved slowly.

“Oh, weird, it caught on something...” Leah said—and then paused. Clara saw it in the mirror. The
exact moment Leah'’s eyes flicked to the fabric peeking out. A row of ducks.

Leah didn’t say anything for a beat too long.



Clara’s face flushed crimson. “It’s—it’s just the lining,” she blurted. “It’s a joke. Kind of. My—my
partner found it. She’s into quirky stuff.”

Leah blinked. Then gave a small, bemused smile. “It’s cute,” she said. “Honestly, I've seen weirder.
My sister wears leggings with corgis all over them under her suits. We all need something soft,
right?”

Clara nodded, not trusting her voice.

Leah finished unzipping and patted Clara’s shoulder. “You’re good now. And hey, that jumpsuit really
is sharp. Ducks and all.”

When Leah left, Clara stayed in the bathroom a little longer. Her hands trembled as she gripped the
sink. The ducks smiled up at her in the mirror, oblivious.

Her heart raced. But it wasn’t panic.
It was something quieter, deeper: She hadn’t crumbled.

Leah had seen a tiny glimpse of Clara’s hidden world—and the sky hadn’t fallen. In fact, it was
almost... okay.

That evening, Clara told Ava everything. Every excruciating detail. Ava listened silently, brushing
Clara’s hair behind her ears, holding her hand through every breath.

“And she just—smiled?” Ava asked softly, once Clara had finished.
“Yeah,” Clara said. “Like it didn’t even matter.”

“Because it didn’t,” Ava said, pressing a kiss to Clara’s temple. “You’re allowed to be all your parts.
Even the ones with ducky linings.”

They lay on the couch later, Clara wrapped in her softest sleepwear—zippered and safe. Ava tucked a
pacifier into her hand, not asking, just offering. Clara accepted it silently and let it calm her.

Inside the soft boundaries of home, she finally whispered, “I think I'm not afraid of being seen
anymore.”

Ava looked at her, eyes shining.

“You never had to be”

Chapter 7: The First Step Into Sunlight

The morning light poured through the windows, painting soft gold over the kitchen table as Clara
sipped nervously from her mug. Her outfit was already on—chosen, adjusted, and second-guessed at
least a dozen times. Light blue corduroy overalls with a stitched bunny on the chest pocket. Childish,
yes. But subtle enough, at least she hoped. Beneath them, a white puff-sleeve blouse with a
scalloped collar. A pastel cardigan was buttoned over it all, even though the forecast promised a
warm day.

Ava stood at the counter assembling a picnic tote, humming to herself. Every so often, her eyes
flicked to Clara, who was practically vibrating with tension.

“You sure?” Clara asked, not for the first time. “We don’t have to go.”



Ava turned, smiling gently, and walked over. She took Clara’s hands.

“Just the farmers market,” she said. “Just us. No one will think twice. And if they do, so what? You’re
adorable.”

Clara groaned, but her cheeks pinked.

“I feel like I’'m wearing a sign.”

“You’re not.” Ava leaned in. “You’re wearing yourself. The parts you used to hide. That’s brave.”
Clara took a breath, then nodded. “Okay. But I’'m keeping the cardigan on.”

“Of course,” Ava said, grabbing the tote. “Let’s go.”

The market was already bustling by the time they arrived—white tents lined the street, children ran
barefoot between stalls, dogs barked, and the air was thick with the smell of baked bread and
strawberries.

Clara clung to Ava’s hand like a lifeline.

Every now and then she caught a glance, a pair of eyes passing over her outfit. Were they judging?
Were they smirking? She couldn't tell. Her heart pounded, and she kept tugging at the cardigan,
despite the rising heat.

They moved slowly through the crowd, stopping at flower stands, admiring honey jars shaped like
bears, nibbling on slices of peach from a free sample tray. Ava never let go of her hand—not once.

“You’re doing great,” Ava murmured when Clara started to lag. “Want to sit for a bit?”
Clara shook her head. “No. | just—It’s getting hot.”

She was sweating under the cardigan. The sleeves clung to her arms, and her neck felt damp. Her
nerves and the weather were conspiring to smother her. After a long pause, she exhaled and began
to unbutton it.

Ava said nothing—just watched, steady and calm.

When the last button popped free, Clara slipped the cardigan off and folded it into her bag. She felt
the breeze on her arms. Her overalls were fully visible now. The bunny on the pocket smiled up at the
world.

And then something miraculous happened.
Nothing.

People walked past. A woman with twin toddlers smiled distractedly. An old man tipped his hat as he
passed, his attention more on his tomatoes than Clara’s outfit. No one pointed. No one laughed.

Ava squeezed her hand.
“There she is,” she whispered.
Clara laughed, shaky and disbelieving. “You were right.”

Ava leaned close. “You're the only adult here who's brave enough to wear a bunny.”



That earned a genuine grin from Clara, the kind that reached her eyes. And from that moment, she
stopped tugging at the straps. She even let Ava take a photo when they sat under a tree eating hand
pies—Clara’s knees curled up, her overalls wrinkled, her face glowing with sun and surprise.

Later, as they strolled toward the car, Clara spoke softly.

“I felt like a little kid again. But not in a bad way. In a... held way.”

Ava smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Clara’s cheek. “That’s how you’re supposed to feel.”
They loaded the bags into the trunk and stood for a moment before climbing in.

“I think | could do it again,” Clara said.

“I think you will,” Ava replied, planting a soft kiss on Clara’s forehead.

As they drove home with the windows down and strawberry juice on their fingers, Clara rested her
head on Ava’s shoulder and thought: Maybe the world isn’t so scary after all—not with someone who
sees all of me, and stays.

Chapter 8: Asking for More
The following week passed like a soft exhale.

Clara moved through her workdays as usual—buttoned up, efficient, quietly competent—but
something had shifted inside her. After the farmer’s market, after that first brave exposure, the walls
between her inner and outer worlds no longer felt quite so high. Or quite so necessary.

The bunny-overalls now hung openly on a hook in their bedroom. Ava had added a matching hair clip
to the ensemble—a little pink one with soft felt ears—and Clara didn’t even pretend to roll her eyes
when she found it.

But even as her confidence in the outside world grew, at home something deeper was brewing.
Something she hadn’t yet put into words.

It came to a head on a rainy Saturday. They’d been lounging all day—Clara in a cozy back-zipped
romper printed with sleepy moons, Ava in leggings and an oversized sweater. The rain beat gently
against the windows while lo-fi music played from a speaker on the shelf. Clara was curled up under a
pastel blanket, pacifier near her pillow, sketching distractedly in a notebook.

Ava sat across from her, reading, legs tucked beneath her. She glanced up and smiled. “You okay?”

Clara hesitated. Then set the pencil down. Her heart beat faster, but not from fear—more like the
way it did before jumping into a cold lake.

“I... think | want more,” she said, barely above a whisper.
Ava put her book down immediately. “More what, love?”

Clara looked at her lap, fingers curling into the fabric of her romper. “l want to stop pretending. At
home, | mean. When I'm like this, | don’t want to half-do it. | want you to help. Like... fully help.”

Ava didn’t speak, waiting patiently.



Clara’s voice cracked. “I think | want to be taken care of. Not just the clothes. Not just the playtime. |
mean... really.”

Ava came over and knelt in front of her. “Are you saying you want to regress more? Be little-little?”

Clara nodded slowly. “Maybe not every day. But | want to try. | want to know what it’s like to not be
in charge at all.” She looked up, eyes shining. “Would you... want that?”

Ava brushed her thumb across Clara’s cheek. “I’'ve been waiting for you to ask. I'd love to.”
They started slowly.

That night, Ava laid out a full routine: Clara’s warm bath filled with lavender bubbles and duck toys,
her hair washed gently, dried with a fluffy towel. Then came the lotion and powder, the thick diaper
secured with practiced, loving hands. Over that, Ava zipped her into a fleece onesie with mittens

sewn into the sleeves. Clara’s body melted at the touch, every layer pressing her deeper into peace.

Ava carried her to the couch, swaddled her in a blanket, and gave her a bottle—not a sippy cup or a
joke, but a real bottle with warm milk and honey. Clara hesitated for only a moment before taking it
into her mouth. It felt ridiculous. Then safe. Then... necessary.

The pacifier came next, and Ava gently placed it between her lips with reverence. Clara suckled it
slowly, feeling her thoughts quiet, the world narrowing to one safe lap, one slow heartbeat against
her ear.

Ava whispered stories—some from books, others made up—stroking Clara’s hair while she slipped
deeper into littleness. No decisions to make. No responsibilities. Only trust.

When Clara finally looked up, dazed and sleepy, her voice was barely a murmur behind the pacifier.
“Thank you, Mommy.”

Ava’s breath caught—but only for a second. Then she smiled, full and radiant, and kissed Clara’s
forehead.

“Always, little one.”
The rain continued outside, the rest of the world washed away.

Inside, in a warm lap and layers of softness, Clara finally understood what it meant to truly let go—
and be held, without shame.

Chapter 9: Letting One More In
Two weeks passed like a dream.

Clara’s world at home grew smaller in all the right ways. There were more nights like that one—
bottles, diapers, soft lullabies hummed while Ava rocked her gently. Sometimes, she barely spoke at
all, wrapped up in a haze of pacifiers and picture books, her thoughts drifting gently like clouds. The
more she leaned in, the safer she felt. The more she trusted, the more Ava gave.

She hadn’t planned to tell anyone else.

But then came Harper.



Harper had been Clara’s best friend since grad school. Funny, loud, loyal. The kind of friend who
always noticed when Clara needed an out at a party or forgot to eat on deadline days. Ava liked her
too—and over time, Harper had become part of their orbit, joining for dinners, movie nights,
occasional weekend hikes.

And Clara trusted her.

Still, when Harper texted one Thursday with, “Hey, I’'m in your neighborhood. Want to hang? Just me,
no drama,” Clara hesitated. She was already half-dressed in a lavender play dress with a soft crinkling
diaper underneath. Her hair was tied in loose pigtails, and she’d just finished her bottle. Ava was
wiping her chin.

“I can change,” she offered, already moving to stand.

But Ava caught her hand gently. “You don’t have to.”

Clara blinked. “But—Harper doesn’t know.”

“She doesn’t. But maybe it’s time someone else did,” Ava said. “Only if you want to.”
Clara chewed her lip, heart pounding. “What if it’s too weird?”

Ava shrugged. “Then she’s not your real friend. But | think she is.”

After a long pause, Clara texted back. Sure. Come by. Front door’s open.

Ten minutes later, Harper arrived with a six-pack of lavender soda and a bag of kettle chips. “I
brought snacks,” she called out. “Hope you’re in the mood for trashy TV.”

She stopped dead in the living room doorway.

Clara was on the couch, blanket over her knees, hugging a plush duck to her chest. The dress puffed
softly around her waist, and a pacifier—already in hand—was discreetly set aside on the cushion.

Harper blinked once. “Whoa.”

Then she looked from Clara to Ava and back. No laughter. No judgment. Just a slow blink of
realization.

“Okay,” Harper said. “So... what am | seeing here?”

Clara’s heart pounded. Her mouth was dry. Ava started to speak, but Clara shook her head.
“I'll tell her,” she whispered. “It’s okay.”

She took a deep breath and gestured for Harper to sit.

And she explained.

Not every detail. Not all at once. But enough: the stress, the softness, the clothes, the safety. The
slow steps with Ava, the peace it brought her. How this side of her wasn’t new—it had always been
there, just never safe enough to be real until now.

When she finished, she waited for laughter. Or awkwardness. Or worst of all—pity.
Instead, Harper sipped her soda, leaned back on the couch, and said:

“Well, that explains why your house always smells like baby powder.”



Clara stared.

Harper grinned. “Clara. You like soft stuff. Big deal. People carry weirder baggage. This just comes
with ribbons.”

Clara’s laugh burst out, high and relieved.

Harper reached over and squeezed her hand. “I’'m glad you told me. Really. If this is what helps you
feel whole, then | want to understand it. So... do | get to babysit or what?”

Clara’s cheeks turned scarlet. Ava just laughed.
“Only if you learn the bottle routine,” she said.

“Deal,” Harper said, raising her soda like a toast. “To friendship, bunnies, and your weird but
adorable second wardrobe.”

Clara smiled behind her hands, but it was the biggest smile she’d worn in a long time.
Someone else knew now.

And she was still loved.

Chapter 10: New Ideas, New Trust

Harper, as it turned out, was not the kind of person who just passively accepted something new. She
dove in.

A few days after that first visit, Clara received a text that made her heart flutter and her stomach
twist at the same time:

“Soooo | did some reading. Don’t freak out. I’'m bringing something Saturday. Just trust me, okay?”

Clara showed the message to Ava, who only smiled knowingly and said, “Let’s see what she has in
mind.”

Saturday came, and Harper arrived with a bright duffel bag and her usual chaotic energy. She kicked
off her sneakers and flopped onto the couch next to Clara—who, already dressed in her softest mint-
green onesie and frilly socks, eyed the bag with suspicion.

Harper unzipped it and pulled out a few items—each one a little more surprising than the last.

“Okay,” she said, holding up the first object. “Hear me out. This—"” she dangled a soft, pastel harness
from her fingers “—isn’t what it looks like. | know, | know, it’s giving ‘dog park at midnight,” but |
found this Etsy shop that makes support harnesses for sensory comfort and posture support for
adults who like regressive stuff. | read reviews. It’s padded. It’s cozy. And it comes in lavender.”

Clara stared at the harness, wide-eyed.

“And this,” Harper continued, holding up a silicone strap with gentle clasps on either end, “is a
pacifier keeper. For when your little bunny decides to fall asleep mid-cuddle and loses her paci every
five minutes.”

She clipped the ends to a pacifier and demonstrated the snap loop that could attach to Clara’s collar
or shoulder strap.



Clara blinked. “You... made that?”

“Modified it,” Harper said proudly. “No sharp edges, no pinch points, and—bonus—glow-in-the-dark
stars.”

Ava let out a warm laugh from the armchair. “She’s good.”
“She’s incredible,” Clara said, stunned, voice small.

Harper turned serious for a moment. “Clara, I’'m not doing this to tease or push. | just... | saw how
calm you were the other night. | want to help. If this helps you feel more at peace in your skin, Ill
build a whole playpen in your living room.”

That got a laugh from Ava—and a choked giggle from Clara, who hid her face behind her plush duck.
Eventually, Clara stood and walked over to Harper, hands fidgeting nervously.
“Will you... help me try it on?”

Harper nodded. “Of course.”

They worked together—Harper adjusting the buckles and clips with quiet efficiency, Ava offering a
second pair of hands as needed. The harness fit snugly but not tightly, wrapping over Clara’s
shoulders and chest like a hug that wouldn’t let go. The pacifier strap clipped neatly to her collar, a
soft tug of security.

Clara looked in the mirror. She looked like
herself—her whole self. The little bunny on her
onesie’s chest peeked out under the straps,
and the pacifier now rested gently against her
shoulder, ready to be used without fear of
losing it.

“How do you feel?” Harper asked, watching
her reflection.

Clara swallowed. Her eyes shimmered. “Held,”
she whispered. “I feel... held.”

Ava came up behind her and wrapped her
arms around Clara’s waist. “That’s the goal,
sweetheart.”

That evening, they all stayed in—pizza, movies,
and hot chocolate. Clara stayed in her new
gear the whole time, the pacifier in use
halfway through the second film. Harper only
smiled, reached over, and tucked the blanket
tighter around Clara’s legs.

She didn’t treat Clara like a spectacle. She
treated her like a person.




By bedtime, Ava was guiding Clara to her room, ready for her usual nighttime routine. Clara stopped
in the hallway and looked back at Harper, who was gathering dishes.

“You really don’t think it’s weird?” Clara asked, soft and nervous.
Harper turned, her face open and warm.

“I think it’s beautiful,” she said. “You found something that makes you feel safe. That’s rare. That’s...
brave.”

Clara nodded once, then let Ava lead her into the bedroom, her hand tucked in Ava’s, the pacifier
strap bouncing lightly with each step.

She fell asleep that night in her harness, snuggled against Ava’s chest, the soft click of the pacifier
keeper and the quiet breath of her two worlds finally, fully, together.

Chapter 11: Boundaries and Trust

The early morning light was gentle, golden, creeping softly through the curtains. The room was
quiet—still. Clara stirred beneath her pastel comforter, blinking slowly as she came back to herself.
Her limbs felt heavier than usual, snug in the fleecy footed onesie she’d worn to bed. The pacifier
was still clipped to her chest, soft and reassuring.

But when she tried to sit up, something tugged at her chest.
She froze.
Her heart began to race.

Clara glanced down and realized the harness she’d worn to sleep was still fastened. Not only that—
but one of the back straps had been gently secured to a short lead tethered to the bed frame. It
wasn'’t tight. She could move, shift, roll. But she couldn’t leave the bed.

Panic bloomed in her chest.
She pulled again—still fastened. A tremor shook her fingers.

Was this a mistake? Had Ava meant to do this? Was this still part of the safe space they’d built, or
had she crossed a line?

She opened her mouth, but the pacifier was still between her lips. She spat it out with a whimper.
“Ava?”

No answer.

She tried louder. “Ava?”

Moments later, she heard footsteps down the hall, brisk but calm. The door opened, and Ava
appeared—wearing a soft robe, her hair messy, cheeks flushed like she’d been rushing around.

Clara’s eyes were wide and wet. “Why—why can’t | get up?” she asked, voice cracking.
Ava was at her side instantly, kneeling next to the bed.

“Hey, hey, sweetheart,” she said, brushing Clara’s cheek. “You’re okay. You’re okay.”



Clara’s breath hitched. “Did |—did | do something wrong? Why am | tied down?”

Ava’s expression shifted to something quiet and deeply gentle. “No, baby. You didn’t do anything
wrong. | just needed a little time.”

She climbed onto the bed and wrapped Clara in her arms, not undoing the strap yet—just holding
her.

“I was setting something up in the living room,” Ava whispered into Clara’s hair. “It’s a surprise. |
knew if you woke up early and wandered in before | finished, it would spoil it—and you always wake
up before | expect you to on Saturdays.”

Clara sniffled, trembling. “But | didn’t know. | thought—" she couldn’t finish.
“I know,” Ava said. “I should’ve woken you up and told you what | was doing. I’'m sorry | scared you.”
Clara slowly nodded against her shoulder. “It’s okay... | just... | thought something was wrong.”

“I never want you to feel that,” Ava whispered, now unfastening the strap with gentle hands. “It’ll
never be like that, Clara. You’ll always know you’re safe.”

The harness loosened, and Clara immediately melted into Ava’s lap, clinging tightly. Her fear still
clung to her, but the warmth of Ava’s arms was stronger.

“Can | still see the surprise?” she mumbled.
Ava chuckled softly. “Yes, bunny. Now that you're awake... come with me.”

She helped Clara up—unzipping the footed onesie halfway and wrapping a blanket around her
shoulders like a cape. Clara leaned on her, still shaky but comforted.

They walked slowly down the hallway, hand in hand.
When they reached the living room, Clara gasped.

The whole space had been transformed. Pillows and blankets formed a giant floor nest. String lights
twinkled from above. Her favorite plushies were tucked neatly in corners, and in the center—an
open picture book on a cushioned lap tray with a cup of warm milk already waiting beside it.

There was even a small, pastel banner strung over the window, painted in soft brush strokes:
Little Bunny Morning Time

Ava smiled down at her. “I wanted you to wake up into your favorite world. But | got carried away
with setup.”

Clara’s eyes welled again—but this time with joy.

“You’re ridiculous,” she whispered, climbing into the nest with Ava’s help.
Ava nestled beside her, bottle in hand.

“And you're loved,” she said simply.

Clara took the bottle and laid her head in Ava’s lap, feeling the last shreds of panic dissolve into the
layers of blankets and warmth.

She nursed slowly, her harness now undone, but her heart tethered in a much safer way.



Chapter 12: Little Bunny Morning Time

Wrapped in softness, Clara nestled into the oversized pillow nest with her head in Ava’s lap. The
bottle warmed her hands as she suckled slowly, its gentle rhythm quieting the last tremors of her
earlier panic. Ava’s fingers moved through her hair with practiced calm, detangling knots left from
sleep.

The room felt enchanted, like something out of a dream—its corners glowing with pastel lights, plush
toys arranged like gentle witnesses. It smelled faintly of vanilla, powdered sugar, and something
warm Ava must’ve baked earlier.

Clara was still in her onesie, now unzipped just enough to keep her comfortable. The pacifier dangled
from its strap on her chest, a quiet presence, while her favorite plush duck was tucked against her
side.

Ava looked down at her as the bottle emptied. “Still sleepy, little bunny?”
Clara shook her head faintly. “Not sleepy... just floaty.”

Ava smiled. “That’s perfect. Want your paci?”

Clara nodded, barely.

Ava guided the pacifier gently between her lips. Clara suckled instinctively, her eyes fluttering closed
for a few seconds. The world around her had narrowed into soft shapes, comforting sounds, and the
warmth of her caregiver’s lap.

“Let’s start morning time,” Ava whispered, her voice like a lullaby. “No rush. Just stories and
snuggles.”

From the tray nearby, Ava picked up the picture book she had left open—Little Star Bunny’s Busy Day.
Clara had chosen it weeks ago, drawn in by the sparkly cover and the way the bunny looked just a
little like her.

Ava began to read in a sing-song tone, slow and animated, holding the book so Clara could follow the
illustrations. With every turn of the page, Clara felt herself slipping deeper into little space. The
worries of adult life felt like a distant, irrelevant fog. All that mattered now was the little bunny who
liked building pillow forts and taking bubble baths.

Midway through the book, Ava paused and leaned down. “Do you want to color after this?”
Clara nodded against her lap.

“And maybe some applesauce in your special bunny bowl?”

Another nod. A little smile behind the pacifier.

Ava kissed the crown of her head. “That’s my good girl.”

By the time the book ended, Clara was lying on her stomach in the blanket nest, coloring with fat,
glittery crayons in a bunny-themed coloring book Ava had laid out. Ava sat close, occasionally tracing
gentle circles on Clara’s back while watching her color inside the lines with quiet concentration.

They didn’t speak much. There was no need.



A soft lullaby playlist played in the background, mixing with the distant patter of rain. Ava brought a
small bowl of applesauce and fed Clara slow spoonfuls between coloring pages, wiping her mouth
with a soft cloth after each one.

When Clara finally looked up again, her cheeks were pink with calm, and her limbs were loose and
heavy with safety.

“l didn’t know | could ever feel like this,” she murmured around the pacifier.

Ava leaned down beside her, brushing noses. “This is who you were always meant to be. I'm just
lucky | get to see her.”

Clara giggled, snuggling into her caregiver’s arms. The pacifier bobbed slightly as she whispered:
“Best morning ever.”

Ava held her tighter. “And it’s only just beginning, little one.”

Chapter 13: A Little Bit Naughty

The morning glowed like a storybook ending—but for Clara, it was only a chapter. After applesauce,
coloring, and more cuddles than she could count, her body began to grow heavy again. The plush
nest, the warm bottle, and Ava’s constant gentle presence had tugged her toward sleep like the tide
pulling at a pebble.

Ava noticed it first—how Clara’s eyelids drooped, how her coloring slowed until the crayon slipped
gently from her fingers.

She leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Time for a bunny nap,” she murmured.

Clara made a sleepy sound of protest but didn’t resist when Ava scooped her up. She was still in her
cozy onesie, and Ava wrapped a soft blanket around her before laying her down in the spare room—
her “little” room, now fully transformed with a soft mattress on the floor, stuffies in every corner, and
pastel stars on the walls.

Ava tucked her in gently, clipping the pacifier back to her onesie. Then she sat on the edge of the
bed, smoothing Clara’s hair.

“You’re going to stay right here,” she said, her voice warm but teasing, “like a good little girl, until |
come back. No wandering. Mommy’s serious.”

Clara blinked up at her, half-asleep but with the faintest mischievous glint in her eye. Ava raised an
eyebrow and poked her nose.

“I mean it, bunny. You stay put. I'll be back in a little bit.”
Clara nodded slowly around her pacifier.

Ava left with a final kiss on her forehead and a playful “Don’t make me come check!” tossed over her
shoulder.

For a moment, Clara truly intended to stay put. The blankets were warm, the pacifier soothing, and
her body was heavy with contentment.

But then... the curiosity crept in.



She could hear faint noises from the living room. Maybe Ava was setting up something fun. Maybe
there was something new. The longer she laid there, the more the idea tugged at her brain like an
itch.

She sat up quietly. The clip on her pacifier tugged gently as she moved. Her harness lay folded neatly
at the foot of the mattress from earlier, untouched since the morning. She poked it once, then
tiptoed toward the door, her soft footie paws silent on the floor.

Just a peek, she told herself. Not naughty. Just... inquisitive.

The hallway was empty. She padded down it, peeking around the corner into the living room. Ava’s
back was turned—she was at the table, setting something up. Clara couldn’t tell what, but it involved
tiny teacups and something pink and sparkly.

A tea party? With glitter?

The excitement bubbled in her chest.

But before she could sneak back, her foot brushed a toy left on the floor—and it squeaked.
Ava turned instantly.

“Clara”

Clara froze. Mid-step. Mid-sneak. Mid-guilt.

Ava blinked, stunned—but she wasn’t angry. Her lips twitched.

“Oh. So this is what happens when Mommy leaves the room for ten minutes.”

Clara sucked nervously on her pacifier, clutching her blanket around her shoulders like a cape. “1—I
just wanted to peek...”

Ava crossed the room slowly, arms folded.
“Didn’t | ask a certain little bunny to stay in bed?”
Clara nodded, eyes wide.

“Did you?”

Clara hesitated. Then whispered, “No, Mommy...”

Ava crouched in front of her, looking her over with that mix of mock sternness and deep affection
that made Clara’s stomach flutter.

“Well then,” she said, reaching to gently lift Clara into her arms, “I think someone’s feeling just a tiny
bit naughty today.”

Clara squirmed slightly, her cheeks burning. But she didn’t resist.

“I'll let you peek,” Ava said, carrying her back down the hallway. “But next time, you wait. Or | might
need to use that harness a little more creatively.”

Clara giggled softly behind her pacifier.

As Ava tucked her back into the nest of blankets, she leaned in and kissed her nose.



“You're still my good girl,” she whispered. “Even when you’re a cheeky little explorer.”
Clara curled up tight, pacifier bobbing.

“And next time,” Ava added, smoothing the blanket over her, “you’ll wait. Because good bunnies
always wait for their surprises.”

Clara smiled behind her paci and gave a sleepy nod.
But the sparkle in her eyes?

That said maybe... just maybe... this little bunny still had more mischief in her.

Chapter 14: Help Being Good
Clara didn’t mean to misbehave.
Not really.

She wanted to be good. Being Ava’s “good girl” was one of the warmest, safest feelings in the world.
It came with kisses on the forehead, whispered praise, special sippy cups filled with warm milk, and
that deep-down peace that came when someone else held the rules for a while.

But... sometimes her little side got curious. Or playful. Or just a little too excited.

It wasn’t big things—never tantrums or rebellion. Just... little slips. Climbing onto the couch instead
of sitting like Ava asked. Sneaking a second snack before dinner. Wandering off mid-storytime
because she “heard something funny.”

So Ava, observant and kind as always, started offering what she called “just a little help being good.”
It began with the harness strap.

After the naptime mischief, Ava added a small loop to the side of the harness—nothing tight, nothing
restrictive. Just a soft ribbon she could use to guide Clara back to where she was meant to be. Ava
called it the “bunny lead,” and Clara pretended to groan about it, but secretly? She Joved it. Being
gently tugged back to the blanket nest or her coloring corner with a soft “Uh-uh, little one, you stay
right here” made her heart flutter in all the safest ways.

She still got to explore. Still got to move and play and have freedom. But now, there was a thread—a
gentle connection that kept her close to Ava, close to the rules, close to home.

Sometimes, Ava would clip the pacifier strap not to Clara’s onesie, but to the harness ring—so it
bobbed gently with every movement. And if Clara ever let it fall or dropped it during play, Ava would
raise an eyebrow and say, “Someone’s not taking care of her things. Do we need a reminder?”

Clara would always shake her head furiously and scoop it back up with a blush.
Still, the reminders came in other forms.

A light mittening—soft fleece mitts over her hands during quiet time to help her stop fidgeting and
settle into her books. A short “thinking cuddle” on Ava’s lap when she got too overstimulated. A
designated spot on the rug for puzzles, with a soft ring of pillows Ava playfully dubbed her “safe
zone.”



But it wasn’t punishment. Not ever.
It was care. Gentle, grounding structure.
And it helped.

One afternoon, after Clara had wandered three times from the coloring mat under the excuse of
“needing a different crayon,” Ava scooped her up and placed her squarely in the pillow circle.

“I think someone needs a bit of help staying focused,” she said with a smile.
Clara huffed through her pacifier but nodded, sitting back down.
“I'm not trying to be bad...”

“1 know, bunny,” Ava said, crouching in front of her and clipping the bunny lead to the loop beside
the coloring mat. “You’re not bad. You're just a little girl. And little girls sometimes need a little extra
help to be their best.”

Clara flushed and curled forward, pressing her cheek against Ava’s chest.
“I' like when you help,” she whispered. “Even if | act like | don’t.”
Ava wrapped her arms around her and rocked her slowly. “That’s what I'm here for.”

Later, as the sun dipped low and the lights around the living room glowed to life, Clara lay curled in
her nest of pillows, still clipped softly in place, pacifier gently bobbing. The harness hugged her chest,
the paci strap tugged lightly when she turned her head, and the bunny lead rested softly against her

leg.
She didn’t feel restricted.
She felt protected.

Held by boundaries, wrapped in love, free to be little... because Ava would always help her stay good,
even when she forgot how.

Chapter 15: Testing the Edges
Clara was a good girl. Most of the time.
She loved the rules. Loved the structure. Loved knowing Ava was watching, guiding, keeping her safe.

But she was still little—not just in how she dressed or how she curled up with a pacifier, but in that
deeper, truer way. The way that made her heart flutter when she was praised... and made her
squirm, just a little, when she wondered what would happen if she wasn’t so good.

One rainy afternoon, the air was thick with quiet tension. Ava had set up Clara’s usual play area—
blankets, stuffies, coloring books—and given her instructions: “Stay in your little corner while I'm
finishing the laundry, bunny. No wandering into the kitchen. It’s still messy, and | don’t want you
slipping or getting into things.”

Clara had nodded obediently, crayon already in hand.

But as soon as Ava left the room... the tug began.



It wasn’t about the kitchen, really.

It was about the idea that maybe—just maybe—if she broke a rule on purpose, something new
would happen. Something deeper. She wanted to know what it felt like to cross the line. To see
where the edge really was.

So she stood up.
Slowly. Deliberately.

The harness strap wasn’t clipped this time—Ava had trusted her. That thought made her cheeks
flush, but it didn’t stop her.

She padded across the soft carpet in her socks and onesie, peeked into the kitchen, and stepped
inside.

Nothing dangerous. Just a few empty mugs on the counter. A chair slightly out of place.

She picked up one of the mugs, held it for a second, then set it back down. It wasn’t about the mug.
It was about being where she wasn’t supposed to be.

Then she heard Ava’s footsteps.

Clara froze.

Ava stepped into the doorway, holding a folded towel in her hands. She stopped mid-step, eyes
meeting Clara’s.

A long silence.

Clara’s stomach dropped.

Ava didn’t yell. She didn’t scold. She just looked... disappointed. And calm.
“Bunny,” she said softly. “What are you doing in here?”

Clara opened her mouth. No excuse came.

“I told you to stay in your corner, didn’t I?”

Clara’s voice was barely a whisper. “Yes, Mommy...”

“And did anything in here need your attention more than your coloring book?”
Clara shook her head. “No, Mommy.”

Ava stepped closer, set the towel down, and crouched to Clara’s level.

“Did you break a rule on purpose?”

Clara hesitated. Then nodded.

Ava reached up, brushed Clara’s hair back, and said quietly, “Thank you for being honest.”
Then she stood and took Clara’s hand—not harshly, but firmly. “Come with me.”

Clara’s heart was hammering. She wasn’t scared, not in the way she thought she might be. But she
was nervous. Something in her chest crackled—anticipation and vulnerability tangled together.



Ava led her back to the play area and sat on the edge of the padded floor. She pulled Clara gently into
her lap, settling her across her thighs.

“You're still my good girl,” she said. “But good girls sometimes make little mistakes. Or test rules.
That’s okay.”

Clara swallowed. “I wanted to see what would happen.”
Ava nodded. “l know. That’s what little girls do.”
Then Ava reached over and picked up the harness.

“I think we’re going to put this back on for now,” she said, calm and warm. “And I’'m going to clip your
paci to your shoulder so it doesn’t go anywhere. And you'll sit in your soft ring for a while, and color
something just for me. Can you do that?”

Clara blinked. She’d expected punishment. But what she got was structure.
“Are you mad?” she asked softly as Ava fastened the strap at her back.

“No, sweetheart,” Ava said, kissing her cheek. “I'm proud of you. You were brave enough to test
something—and even braver for being honest.”

The harness clicked. The pacifier was gently secured. Ava guided her into the padded “safe zone” and
sat close by, her presence steady, warm.

Clara picked up a crayon with trembling fingers.

“Can | draw hearts?” she asked.

Ava smiled. “Only hearts.”

And Clara did—page after page. Her cheeks flushed, but her heart steady. She had tested the edge.
And instead of punishment, she found firmer arms, deeper care, and the kind of guidance that said:

You can fall out of line, little one. I’ll always bring you back.

Chapter 16: Gentle Consequences

The kitchen incident shifted something between Clara and Ava—not in a bad way, but in a deeper
way. Clara had crossed a line and been brought back, not with punishment, but with firm, loving
guidance. And even though she still craved that structure, Ava could see a pattern forming: Clara was
curious. About limits. About reactions. About what “being good” really meant... and what happened
when she wasn't.

So Ava introduced something new.

“wy,

“Little bunny,” she said one evening, as she zipped Clara into her cloud-patterned sleep sack, “I've

made a list. Not a scary one. But a guide. For what happens when you really need help being good.”
Clara blinked up from her pillow, pacifier bobbing slightly.
Ava pulled a laminated card from the nightstand and held it up.

Across the top, written in neat, cheerful handwriting, was:



“When Bunny Forgets the Rules”
Gentle Reminders
Quiet Time in the Pillow Corner

Harness Snuggles
Extra Early Bedtime
Talk with Mommy

Apology Coloring
(Only for big rule-breaking!) Bare bum over Mommy'’s lap for five firm pats

Clara’s eyes went wide at the last one. “That’s real?” she whispered.

Ava gave her a kiss on the forehead. “It’s only ever used if you're really pushing limits. Just a reset.
Nothing scary. Nothing mean. But rules matter. And you want help remembering, don’t you?”

Clara nodded, cheeks pink.
“Good girl”

The structure helped. Clara didn’t test often—but when she did, she now understood what would
happen. No yelling. No shaming. Just consequences that reminded her: someone was in charge.
Someone was watching. She didn’t have to carry that weight.

A week later, Ava had to be out for a few hours.
And Harper was more than happy to babysit again.

“I loved our last playdate,” Harper said over the phone, “and I've got a few ideas for this one. Just
promise you’ll leave me her schedule and the consequences list.”

Ava chuckled. “Of course. You'll do great.”

That Saturday, Harper arrived with a cheerful pink tote bag, a clipboard, and an energy that said: /
mean business—but also glitter.

Clara was already in her softest pink overalls with a Peter Pan collar shirt underneath, pacifier clipped
to her chest. She’d been clingy all morning, nervous about Ava leaving, but Harper’s grin was
contagious.

“You ready, bunny?” Harper asked, crouching to Clara’s level.
Clara hesitated. “You won’t be too strict, right?”
Harper winked. “I'll be just as firm as your behavior calls for.”

Ava laughed from the doorway and kissed Clara’s forehead. “Be good for your sitter. And if you forget
how... well, she knows what to do.”

At first, everything went fine.

Harper read three stories, helped with coloring, and even let Clara decorate cupcakes with bunny
sprinkles.



But then came nap time.

Clara was tired. She knew it. But she didn’t want to nap. Not with Harper there. Not when it meant
being zipped into the sleep sack and left alone in the “bunny bed” in her room.

“I'm not sleepy,” Clara insisted, arms crossed, cheeks puffed.

Harper arched an eyebrow. “Schedule says 1:30 nap. That means it’s quiet bunny time. Want to go
snuggle up, or do we need a reminder?”

Clara stuck out her tongue. Just a little.
Harper crossed her arms. “Oh-ho. Okay, sassypants. That’s a warning.”

Clara grumbled, dragging her feet down the hall. But once Harper zipped her in, Clara immediately
wriggled and kicked the blanket off. Then she shouted out:

“I'm not really gonna sleep! You can’t make me!”

A pause.

Footsteps.

Harper returned, holding the laminated card.

She sat on the edge of the bed and held it up like a teacher reviewing the lesson plan.

“I believe we’re looking at...” She traced her finger down the list. “...Gentle reminder. Done. Harness
snuggle? Coming next. And...”

Clara’s eyes widened.

“Bare bum—five firm pats,” Harper read softly. “Only for big rule-breaking. And | think yelling and
kicking off your covers might just qualify.”

Clara's cheeks turned crimson. “Wait—wait I’'m sorry—"

“I know you are,” Harper said, already unzipping the sleep sack. “And after this, you'll feel better.
Because good girls always get a reset when they forget who's in charge.”

Clara squirmed but didn’t fight. Harper pulled her over her lap, lowered the back flap of her overalls,
and gave her five firm but measured swats—enough to sting, but not hurt. Clara yelped softly, tears
stinging her eyes—but more from the emotional release than the impact.

After, Harper wrapped her in the blanket again and rocked her gently.

“You’re okay, bunny,” she whispered. “You're still my good girl. Just needed a little reminder.”
Clara sniffled, pacifier back in her mouth now, her body soft and limp.

Harper stroked her back. “You’ll be asleep in three minutes.”

She was.

When Ava returned later, Harper gave her the full report—honest but warm.



“She tested a little,” Harper said, sipping tea. “But it was a good test. And she handled it like a
champ.”

Ava peeked in on Clara, who was still asleep in her bed, plush duck curled against her chest, the list
card beside her pillow.

She kissed her forehead, whispering softly:

“You do want to be good. And I'll always help you get there.”

Chapter 17: A Little Day Out

Clara awoke to sunlight streaming in through her window and the unmistakable scent of waffles
wafting through the air.

She stretched under her blanket with a sleepy murmur, the crinkle of her overnight diaper barely
audible beneath the soft fleece of her sleeper. Her plush duck was still tucked beneath her arm, and
the laminated “Good Bunny Rules” card was right where she’d left it—on the nightstand, now with a
glittery sticker added in the corner.

Harper, Clara thought with a smile.

Sure enough, when she padded into the kitchen—after a quick diaper change courtesy of Ava and a
fresh outfit (a pale yellow romper with sunflowers on the buttons, and her favorite knee socks)—she
found both Ava and Harper waiting at the table, giggling over something on Ava’s tablet.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Ava said, coming over to lift her up for a hug. “Guess what?”
Clara blinked, still waking up. “What?”

Harper grinned. “Today’s Little Bunny Day! We’ve got it all planned. Activities, snacks, and... a tiny
trip.”

Clara blinked. “Outside?”

Ava nodded, brushing her bangs back. “Just a little one. Nothing scary. Just a quiet park corner. You’ll
wear your hat and bring your paci clip, and Harper and | will be with you the whole time. But first—
waffles.”

After breakfast, the morning rolled by in a dreamy swirl of giggles and glitter.

Harper ran a “stuffie grooming salon,” brushing and accessorizing Clara’s plushies with bows and tiny
combs, while Ava set up a pretend tea party on the patio. Clara, now fully regressed and glowing,
was zipped into her outdoor outfit: soft powder-blue shortalls with little strawberries on the pockets,
a white puff-sleeve shirt, and a sunhat that Ava tied neatly beneath her chin. Her pacifier was clipped
to the bib with a matching strawberry strap, and Harper tucked a small backpack over her
shoulders—carrying a juice box, a spare diaper, and a few crayons.

“Ready for your outing, little bunny?” Harper asked, mock-official.
Clara nodded solemnly, pacifier in her mouth.

Hand in hand, they stepped out.



The park was quiet—midmorning on a weekday, when the world was still at work. They chose a
shaded area near a quiet corner, far from the playground or dog walkers.

Ava laid out a soft picnic blanket, and Harper unpacked a few of Clara’s favorite items: her bunny
coloring book, a bag of goldfish crackers, and a small wind-up toy duck.

Clara hesitated only once, looking around nervously.

“Everyone will just think you’re dressed cute,” Ava said gently, rubbing her back. “You’re not doing
anything wrong. You’re just being soft.”

Harper added, “And we’ve got your back. Always.”
That was all she needed.

They spent the next hour in bliss. Clara colored while Harper told silly stories. Ava read aloud from
Little Bunny’s Garden Adventure, and they all took turns watching the toy duck waddle in circles.

At one point, a jogger passed by, glanced over, and smiled—not mockingly, not even curiously. Just a
warm, brief smile.

Clara’s heart fluttered.
Nothing bad happened.

No one stared. No one laughed. She sat in her little outfit, pacifier clipped to her chest, surrounded
by safety and love—and the world kept turning.

She didn’t have to hide anymore.

Later, back at home, Ava changed her into a fresh diaper and her cozy afternoon jammies—pale pink
with rainbows on the feet—and bundled her into her nap nest. Harper tucked her plush duck beside
her and kissed her forehead.

“You were so brave today,” she whispered.

Clara blinked up at them, drowsy and overwhelmed.

“I didn’t know it could feel so normal,” she whispered.

Ava sat beside her and took her hand. “It is normal. For you. And we love every part of you.”
As her eyes fluttered closed and her pacifier bobbed softly, Clara murmured:

“Best day ever.”

And for the first time, she believed she could have many, many more.

Chapter 18: Bedtime Confession



The sky outside had turned a warm lavender, the kind of soft dusk that seemed to hush the whole
world. Lights glowed gently in the bedroom—tiny stars on the wall projector twinkled in slow
patterns across the ceiling, and a lullaby playlist drifted softly through the room.

Clara sat on the changing mat, legs folded beneath her, freshly powdered and diapered, wearing her
pale mint sleep onesie with embroidered clouds on the cuffs. She was quiet—unusually so—
watching Ava as she laid out the rest of the bedtime things: her favorite plush duck, the warm bottle,
the pacifier with the moon-and-star clip.

Ava glanced at her and smiled. “You’re very quiet tonight, bunny.”
Clara shrugged slightly. “Just thinkin’”

Ava knelt beside her and helped her onto the bed, zipping up the onesie slowly, smoothing the soft
fleece against Clara’s chest as she did. “Thinking about anything | should know?”

Clara fidgeted a little, her pacifier strap brushing her chin. Her hands wriggled in her lap. Finally, she
whispered, “I... | feel kinda naughty tonight.”

Ava paused, tilting her head gently. “Naughty how?”

Clara blushed. “Not like... bad. Just... wiggly. Silly. Like | might sneak out of bed again. Or hide under
the table. Or go look for juice when I’'m not ‘posed to.”

Ava smiled with a softness that melted any shame Clara might have felt. “Ahh. One of those nights.”
Clara nodded, eyes down.

There was a long pause. Then her voice got even smaller.

“..I think maybe | need the harness. With the strap. Just for tonight.”

Ava’s eyes softened even more, and she reached up to cup Clara’s cheek. “You really want it?”

Clara nodded again, this time a little firmer. “I think it would help. | don’t wanna be bad. | just... feel
like | might forget to be good.”

Ava kissed her forehead.

“Thank you for telling me,” she whispered. “That’s a very smart bunny, asking for help before she
gets too wiggly.”

She moved to the drawer and retrieved the soft harness. It was pastel blue with cloud-shaped
buckles, padded at the chest and shoulders. Nothing rough. Nothing scary. Just something to hold
her—to remind her she was safe and not in charge.

Clara lay back as Ava gently fastened it over her onesie, adjusting the straps with practiced hands.
She threaded the pacifier strap through the front ring, then clipped the back to the short lead on the
bedpost.

“There,” Ava said, smoothing her hand down Clara’s side. “All cozy. All safe.”

Clara tested the length—she could roll onto her side, sit up slightly, reach for her duck. But she
couldn’t sneak off the bed without help.

She sighed with relief.



Ava lay beside her and pulled the blanket up to her chin.

“I'm proud of you for asking,” she said. “That’s what little ones do when they’re learning to trust.
They say, ‘I might not be able to do it all myself” And Mommy says, ‘That’s okay. I'll help.””

Clara curled against her, feeling the harness tug ever so gently with her breath.
“I like needing help,” she murmured. “It makes me feel like | can rest.”
Ava slipped the pacifier into her mouth and stroked her hair.

“You can rest now, little bunny. I've got you. And you're already being good—just by knowing when
you need a little extra help to stay that way.”

Clara’s eyes closed, her body limp and warm under the blanket.
Outside, the world moved on. But inside, clipped in and cuddled close, Clara drifted off knowing this:

She didn’t have to earn her safety.
She just had to ask.

And Ava would always be there to hold the other end of the strap.



